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He also writes to Moxon from Mablethorpe: " There is nothing here but myself and two starfish; therefore, if you have any stray papers which you do not know what to do with, as you once told me, they would be manna in the wilderness to me."
From Charles Dickens, sent with a copy of his "Works?
DEVONSHIRE TERRACE,
March ivth, 1843. MY DEAR TENNYSON,
For the love I bear you as a man whose writings enlist my whole heart and nature in admiration of their Truth and Beauty, set these books upon your shelves; believing that you have no more earnest and sincere homage than mine.
Faithfully and Gratefully your Friend,
CHARLES DICKENS.
To Aubrey de  Vere.
ST LEONARD'S, Sept. 17tht 1843. MY DEAR AUBREY,
I received your letter, but not in time to answer by return of post, and as you purposed setting out next day, I do not know whether it were worth while writing to you at all: perhaps you may get my note somewhere in Italy; as it contains nothing, you will be hurt at sight of an English postmark on a pithless scrawl. I am sorry to hear of Henry Taylor's ill-health, but I have good faith in warm suns and leisure. You are quite unforgiveable in your perpetual assumption of my nonchalance as to whatever you write. Why you do always so assume, and what reason I can have given you for such an error on your part, is to me hidden in black cloud. You should have sent your proofs. It is quite